MacGregor
weeks' furlough, and his first move

gava him a three
was to go up to Etomaml and Le
FPas. Colonel Becker and Iszobel had
beent nt those places slx weoks be.
fore,
having stopped at Prince Albert. He
ran down to Winnlpeg and spent sev-
ernl days In making inquiries wlhich
proved the hopelossness of any longer
expecting to find Isobel in Canada,

He agsiured himeelf that by this
time they probably In London
and he made his plans accordingly
Hig digschaorge would come to him by
the tenth of Augnst, and he would
{mmediately set off for England.

Upon his roturn to Prince Albert
he was detalled to a big prairie
streteh of country where thera was
little 1o do but wait. On the first
day of August he was at Hymers
when the Limited plunged down the
embanlkment into Blind Indian river.
The first word of It came over the
wire from Bleak House Station a
little before midnight, while he and
the agent were playving eribbage,
Pink-cheeked little Gunun, agent, op-
erator, and one.third of the total
population of Iymers, had lifted #
peg to make a count when his hand
stoppoed In midaair, and whh a gasp-
e Hreak in his volee he sprang to
his feet,

The instrument on the little tahle
noar the window wus elieking frusati-

winre

eally. 1t was Billingor, at Bleak
Honse, erying out for headquarters
elear lines, the right of way. The
Transcontinental — engine, tender,
bagzage car, two coaches and a
gloeper, lind gone to the devil
Thoge, in his excltement, were
his first words., From fifty to a
hundred were dend,  Gunn almost
gwore Billinger's next words to the
line, It was not an acecident! Tu-
man hands had torn up three see.

tiong of rail, The same human hands
had rolled a twodon boulder In the
right of way. He did not know
whether the express. car—or what
lttle oemained of it—had been rob.
bed or not.

From midnight until two o'clock
the lines were hot. A wrecking train
was on its way from the east, an.
other from division headquarters to
the west, Cengelessly headquarters
demanded néw information, and bit
by bit the terrible tragedy was told
even as the men gmd women in it
died and the few souls from the
pralvies around Bleak Houge Stuticn
fought tn save livas.

Then a new word erept in on the
wires, It called for Philip Steele at
Hymers, It commanded him in the
name of Inspector MacGregor, of the
Roval Mounted, to reach Bleak House
Station without delay. What he wasg to
do when he arrived at the scene of
the wreck was left to his own judg-
ment

The wire from MacGregor arnnsed
Philip from the stupor of horror
into which he had fallen. Gunn's girl-
fgh face was as white as a ghee:.

“I've got a Jigger.," he eaid, "uml|
It's forty miles to '

you can take (L
Bleak House and you can make it in
three hours, There won't be a train
for six."

Philip seribbled a few
MacGregor and shoved
Cunnr's nervous hand. While the
operator was sending them off he
rolled a cigarette, lighted it, and
buckled on his revolver belt, Then
Gunn hurrled him through the door
and they lifted the velocipede on the
track,

“Wire Billinger I'm comfng,” call-
ed back Phillp as Gunn started him
off with a running shove,

words for
them Into

CHAPTER XVI.
A Lock of Golden Hair.

S the sun was rising In a
burning August glare over
the edge of the parched
prairie, Philip saw ahead of

him the pnpainted board shanty that

wae called Bleak House Station, and

a few moments Inter he saw a4 man

run out into the middle of the track

and stare down at him from under
the shade of his hands. It was Bill
fnger, his English-red face as white
ag he had left Gunn's, his shirt in
vags, arms bare, and his tremendous
blond mustaches crisped and seared
by fire. Close to the statlon, fastened

to poets, were two gaddle-hprees. A

mile beyond these things a thin film

of emoke clouded the sky.

(A8 the jlgger stopped Philip jump-
ed from his seat and held out a
bllstered hand,

“I'm Bteale—Philip Steele, of the
Northwest Mounted."

YAnd TI'm Blllinger—agent,”
the other.

Philip noticed that the hand that
gripped his own was raw and bleed-
ing.

41 got your word, and I've recelved
instructions from the department to

sald

place myself at your service, My
wife 18 at the key. I've found the
trail, and I've got two horaes, Bu

there i8n't another man who'll leave
up there for love o' God or money
It's horrihle* Two hours ago you'
‘gvé hoard thaly soreams from wher

He could find no trace of thelr |
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vou're standing—thea hurt, T mean.
They won't leave the wreclk-—not a
man, and 1 don't blaume ‘em."”

A pretty, brown-halred young wi-
man had come to the door and Bill
nger ran’ to meet her,

“"Good.by," he eriad, taking her for
n moment in hia blg arms. “Take
care of the key!"

He turned as gquickly to the horses,
talking as they mounted.

“Tt wans robbery,” he egald—nand
Lhey set off at o canter, side by sldn,
“There was two hundred thousamyl {a
curency in the express car, and it's

gone, 1 found their trall thls moru-
ing, going into the North, They're
hitting for what we ecall the DBad

Lands over bevond the Coyvote, twen-
ty miles from here. 1 don't suppose
there’'s any time to losp—"

“No," sald Philip, “Ilow many are
there?”

“Four—mebby more."”

Billinger started his horse Into 8
gallop and Philip purposely held his
mount behind to look at the other
man, The first law of MacGregor's
teaching was to study men, and te
suspect. It was the first law of the
splendid service of which he was a
part—and go he looked hard at Blll-
inger. The Englishmap was hatless,
| His sandy "sir was cropped short,
and his muslaches flonted out like
flexible horng from the gides of hia
face. Hig shirt was in tatters, In
one place it was ripped elean of the
shoulller and Phillp saw a purplish
briise where the flegh was hare. e
knew thege for fhe marks of Billing-
er's presence at the wreek. Now the
man wag eauipped for other business
A huge "forty-four” “hung at his
waist, a short earbine swung at his
saddle-bow; and there was some-
thing in the manner of his riding
in the huneh of his shoulders, and
in the viclous sweep of his long
mustaches, that eatisfied Philip he
was o man who could use them. He
rode up alongside of him with a new
confidence.  They were coming to
the top of a knoll: at the summit Bill-
inger stopped and pointed down into
a hollow a quarter of n mile away.

“It will be a loss of time to go
down there,” he sald, “and it will do
no good. See that thing that looks
like a big log in the rlver? That's
the top of the day coach. It went
in right side up, and the conductor
‘——wlm wasn't hurt--says there were
jtwenty people in It. 'We watched It
settle from the ghore, and we couldn't
do a thing—while they were dying
Iin there like g0 many caged rats!
The other eoach burned, and that
(heap of stuff you see there ls what's
left of the Pullman and the baggnge
car. There's twenty.gseven dead stret-
| ehed out along the track, and a good
| many hurt, Great Heavens, listen te
that!'"
|  He ghuddered and Phillp shudder.
ed, at the walling gound of grief and
pain that came up to them,

“It'Il be a loss of time—to go
down," agreed Philip.

Hls blood was burning at fever
heat when he raised hie eyes from
the seene below to Billinger's face,
Every fighting fiber In his body was
tingling for action, and at the re
gpongive glare which he met In Bl
| linger's eyeg he thrust his hand half
over the space thnt separated them.
| “We'll get 'em, Billlnger," he erled.
"By God, we'll get 'em!"

There was something feroclous in
|the erush of the other's hand. 'The
Englishman's teeth gleamed for an
instant between his geared mustaches
as he heeled his mount into a can-
ter along the back of the ridge. Five
minutes later the knoll dipped agalu
into the plain and at the foot of it
Billlnger stopped his horse for a
second and pointed to fresh hoof-
marks in the pralrie sed. Phlllp
jumped from his bhorse and examined
the ground.

“There are five In the gang, Bl
inger,” he sald shortly. “All of them
wera galloping—but one

He looked wup to ecateh Billinger
leaning over the pommel of his sad-
dle staring at something almost di
rectlv under his horse's feet.

“What's that?" he demanded.
handkerchief?"

Philip pleked It up—a dainty bit of
fine linen, erumpled and-godden by
dew, and held it out between the
forefinger and thumb of both hands,

“Yes, and 1 womnn's handkerchiaf.
Now what the devil—"

He stopped at the look in Blllin.
ger's face as he resched down for
the handkerchief. The square jaws
of the man wore set like steel
aprings, but Philip noticed that his
hand was trembling, :

“A woman in the gang,”" he laugh-
od as Philip mounted.

They started oul wt =& canter,
Sillinger still holding the bit of
‘inen close under hils ayes, After
t little he passed It back to Philip
who was: riding elose beside him.

“Something happened last night,”
“e gald, looking straight ahead of
im, “that I can't understand, 1
‘Idn’t tell my wife, I haven't told

ny ove, But I guess you ought to

now. It's Interesting, anyway—and

s made a wraeh of my nerves.”

LYY

ened rog which he drew from
hip pocket,

"Wa were working hard to get out
the living, leaving the dend whera
they were for a time, and 1 had
crawled under the wreck of the
gleeper, 1 was sure that I had
heard a cry, and crawled In among
the idcbris. shoving a lantorn ahead
of me, About where Berth Number
Ten should hove heen, the timbers
hnd telescoped upward, leaving nn
open space four or five feet high.
I was on my hands and knees, bare
headed, and my lantern llghted up
things as plain as day, At first |
vaw nothing, and was listening agaln
for the ery when I felt something
eoft and light sweeping down over
me, and 1 looked up, Heavens—

Billinger was mopping his face
nagin, leaving stroaks of char-black
where the pergpiration had started,

“Pinned up there in the mapss of
twisted steel and broken wood was
a woman,"” he went on. “She was
the most beautiful thing I have ever
looked upon. Her arms were reach-
ing down to me; her face was turn-
ed a little to one side, but still
looking at me—and all but her face
and part of her arma was smothered
in a mnss of red.gold hair that fell
down to my shoulders. 1 could have
gworn that she was alive, FHer lips
were red, and I thought for a mo.
ment that she was golng to speak
to me. I could have sworn, too,
that there was color in her face,
but it must have been something

his

He Wlp;d__hl: r_m.::; _wl-lhn. hlack--

wl

With a tremendous effort he recover-
ed himsell, and paw Blllinger staring
at him as though the hot sun had
for an Instant blinded him of rea.
sOn. But the lock of halr still
rippled and shone befora his syes.

“Yon—you have given me a shook,”
he sald, straining to keep hias voles
even. “I'm glad you hnd foresight
enongh to keep the lock of halr,
Blllinger, At first—I1 jumped to »
conclnsion, But thera's only onae
chance in a hundred that I'm right.
it T should be right—I Know the
| girl, Do you understand-—why It
"murllmt me? Now for the chase,
Billinger. Lead awnay!"

Leaning low aver their saddles
| they galloped into the North, For
;a time the trail of the five outlaws
was 8o distinet that they rode at a
apeed which lathered their horsas,
' Then the short pralvie grass, crisp
:nml sun-dried, gave place to a broad
aweep of wire grass above which
|the yellow backs of covotes were
visible as now and then they bohbed
up in  their aquleck, short leaps to
{look over the top of it. In this
|brown gea all trace of the trail was
lost from the saddle and both men
dismounted. Foot hy foot they fol-
lowed the faint elgns ahead of thédm,
So slow wags thelr progress that af-
ter a time Billinger stralghtened him.
gelf with a nervous curse,

“Won't do,” 'said Billinger. “It's
ten miles acrebs this wire dip, and
we won't make it until night—If we
make It at all. I've pot an {[dea.

I am,

You're a better trailer than

“Isobel, Isobel, Isobel,” he moaned.

in the lantern light and the red-
gold of her hair, for when I spoke,
and then reached up, she was cold"

Billinger shivered and urged his
horse . into a faster gait.

“l went out and helped with the
injured then. 1 guess it must have
been two hours later when 1 re.
turned to taks out her body. But
the place where [ had seen Wer was
empty., She was gone. At first 1
thought that some of the others had
carried her out, and [ looked among
the dead and Injured. She was not
among them. [ searched again when
day came, with the same result. No
one has seen her. She has com-
pletely disappeared—and with the
exception of my shanty there isn't
a house within ten miles of here
where she could have been takem
What do you make of it, Steele?”

Philip had listened with tense in.
terest.

“Parhaps yon
right place,” he suggested. “Her body
may still be in the wreck.”

BEillinger glanced toward him with
8 nervous laugh.

“But it was the right place,” he
snid.
to bed, and was dressed, When I
returned 1 found a part of her skirt
in the debris sbove. A heavy tress
of her hair had caught around a steel
ribbing, and it was cut off! Some
one had been there during my ab-
gence and had taken the body. I—
I'm almost ready to belleve that 1
was mistaken, and that she was
alive. I found nothing there, nothing
—that could prove her death.

“Is it possible—" began Philip,
holding out the handkerchlief,

It was not necessary for him to
finish. Billinger understood, and
nodded his head.

“That's what I'm thinking," he
gald. “Is it possible? What In God's
name would they want of her, unless
-_-"

“Unless she was allve,” added
Philip. “Unless one or more of the
scoundrels searching for wvaluables
in there during the excltement, saw
her and carrled her off with thelr

booty. It's up to us Blillinger!"”
Billinger had reached inside his
ghirt, and now he drew forth a

small paper parecel.

“T don't know why—but I kept the
tress of halr,” he gaid, “See—"

From between hig fingers, as he
turned toward Philip, there streamed
out a long sllken tress that shone
& marvelous gold In the sun, and In
that same Instant thera fell from
Philip's lips a cry such as Billllnger
had not heard, even from the lips
of the wounded; and before he could
recover from his astonishment, he

had leaned over and snatched the |

golden tregs from him, and sat in

his saddle staring at it llke a mad-’

man,

CHAPTER XVIL

The Girl in the Wreck.

that moment of terrible
shock—Iin the one moment
when It seemed to him as
though no other woman In
the world could have worn that
golden tress of halr but Isobel,
Philp bad stoppsd his horse, and
hin face had gone as white as deaih.

didn't return to the |

“S8he had evidently not gone !

s0 you follow thiz through. TI'll ride
on and &ee if 1T can pick up the trall
gsomewhere in the edge of the clean
prairie. What do you say?”

“Good!" said Philip. "1
vou cen do it,"

Billinger leaped Into
and was off at a gallop. Philip was
almost eagerly anxious for this op-
portunity, and scarcely had the other
gone when he drew the linen hand-
kerchief and 'the crumpled lock of
halr from his pocket and held them
in hig hand as he looked after the
agent.

Then, slowly, he ralsed the hand-
| kerchief to his face. For a full min-
ute he stood with the dainty fabrie
pressed to his lips and nose. Back
there—when he had first held the
handkerchief—he thought that he
|imagined. But now he was sure.
Faintly the bit of solled fabric
breathed to him the sweet scent of
hyacinth, His eves shone in an eager
bloodshot glare as he watched Blll-
|!nger disappear over a roll in the
prairie a mile away.

In spite of his efforts to argue the
absurdity of his thoughts, he could
feel that he was trembling in every
'nerve of his body. And twice—three
times—he held the handkerchief to
his face before he resched the rige
in the prairie over which Billinger
had disappeared. The agent had been
gone an hour when the trail of the
outlaws brought him to the knoll
From the top of it Phillp looked over
the prairie to the North.

A horseman was galloplng toward
him. He knew that it was Billinger,
and stood up In his stirrups so that
the other would sée him. Halfl a
mile away the agent stopped and
Philip could see him signaling fran-
tically with both arms. Flve minutea
later Philip rode up to him. Bl
inger's horse wag half-winded, and
in Billinger's face there were tense
lines of excltement.

“There's some one
prairie,” he called, as
in. “I ecouldn't mnke
but there's a man in the trail be-
yond the seocond ridge. 1 belleve
they've stopped to water thelr horses
and feed a little lake just this gide of
the rough country."

Billinger had loosgened his carbine,
and was examining the breech., He
glanced anxlously at Phillp's empty
saddle.-straps

“1t'll be long.range shooting, If
they've got guns,” he eaid. "“Sorry
I couldn't find a gun for you,"

Philip drew one of his two long-
barreled service revolvers and set
his lips in a grim and reassuring
smile as he followed the bobhing
head of a coyote some distance away.

“We're not considered proficlent in
the service unless we can make use
of these thinzs at two hundred yards,
Billinger,” he replied, replacing the
weapon In its holster. “If it's a
running fight I'd rather have ‘em
than a carbine, If It {sn't & running
fight we'll come in close.”

Philip looked at the npeat as they

believe

his saddle

out on the
Philip reined
out a horse,

long grass, and Billinger looked at
him, In the face of each there was
gomething which gave the other as-
gurance, For the first time It struck
‘Philip that hig companion was some.
thing more than an operator at Bleak

galloped slde by slde through the,

House Station,

He was a fighter,
He was a man of the stamp needed
down at Hendquarters, and he was

bound to tell him mo before thie
affair was over, He was thinking
of it when they eame to the second
ridge,

Five miles to the north and west
leomed the black line of the Dad
Lands, To a tenderfoot they would
not have appeared to be more than
a mile distant. Midway In the prairie
between thers tolled a human figure,
Even at that distance Phillp and
Billinger could see that was mov.
ing, though with a slowsess that
puzzled them.

For several minutes they stood
breathing thelr horses, thelr eyes
glund on the subject ahead of them.
Twice In a spaee of 2 hundred yards
it seemed to stumble and fall. The
gecond time that it rose Philip knew
that it was standing motionless. Then
It disappeared again, e stared un-
til the rolling heat waves of the
blistered prairie gtung his eyes. The
object did not rise,

Blinking, he looked at Billinger,
and through the sweat and grime of
the other's face he saw the question
that was on his own lips, Without
a word they spurred down the slope,
and after a time Billinger swept to
the right and Phillp to the left, each
with his eyes searching the low
prairle grass, The agent esaw the
thing first, still & hundred yards to
his rightt He was off his horse
when Philip whirled at his shout
and galloped across to him,

“It's her—the girl I found In the
wreck." he eaid.

Somiething seemed to be choking

him. His neck muscles twitched
and his long, lean fingers were dig-
ging into his own flesh.

In an instant Puilip waz on his
fect. Ile gaw nothing of the girl's
face, hidden undem o mass of hais
in which the sun hurned like golden
fire, He saw nothing bt the eram. |
pled; lifelese form, smothered lmllv.'l‘:;
the shining maes, and yet in this
moment he knew With a fierce cry

he dropped upon hig knees nnd drew |

away the ghl's hair until her lovely
face lay revealed to him in terribla
pallor and stillness, and as Billinger
gtood there, and staring, ha
caught that face cloge to hig breast,
and began talking to It as though he
had gone mad

“Isobel—Isobel-—Isobel—" he moan-
ed, “My God, my lsobel—"

He had repeated the name a hun-
dred times, when Billinger, who be-
gan to understand, put his hand on
Philip's shoulder and gave him his
water canteen,

“She's not dead, man,” he sald,
as Philip's red eyes glared up at
him. *“Here—water,”

My God—it's strange,” almost
moaned Philip. “Billinger-—you un-
derstand-—she's going to be my wifa
—if she lives—"

That was all of the story he told,
but Billinger knew what those few
words meant.

“She’'s golng to live,” he sald. “See
—there's color coming back Into
her , face--she's breathing" He
bathed her face in water, and placed
the canteen to her lips.

A moment later Philip bent down
and kissed her. “lsobel—my sweet-
heart—" he whispered,

“We must hurry with her to the
water hole,” sald Billlnger, layving
a sympathetie hand on Philip's shoul.
der. “It's the sun. Thank God, no-
thing has happened to her, Steele,
It's the sun—this terrible heat—"

He almost pulled Philip to hls
feet, and when he had mounted Bil-
linger lifted the girl very gently and
gave her to him.

Then, with the agent leading In
the trail of the outlaws, they aet oft
at a walk throueh the sickening sun-
glare for the water hole In the edge
of the Bad Lands,

renge

CHAPTER XVIIL

The Battle in the Canyon.

UNCHED over, with Isobel's
head sheltered against his
breast, Philip rode a dozen
paces behind the agent, It

seemed as If the sun had suddenly
burst In molten fire upon the back
of his neck, and for a time it made
him dizzy, His bridle reins hung
loosely over the pommel. He made
no effort to gulde his horse, which
followed after Blllinger's.

It was Billinger who brought him
back to himself. The agent walted
for them, and when he swung over
in one stirrup to look at the girl
ift was the animal ferccity in his
face, and not his words, that aroused
Phillp.

“She's coming to,” he sald, strain.
ing to keep the tremble out of his
volce. *“1 don't belleve she's much
hurt. You take this canteen. I'm
going ahead."

He gave Phillp the water and lean-
ed over agaln to gaze Into the girl's
face. .

“1 don't belleve she's much hurt,”
he repeated in a hoarse, dry whisper.
“You can leave her at the water
hole just beéyond that hill off there
—and then you can follow me."

Phillp clutched the girl tighter to
him as the agent rode off. He saw
the first faint flush returning into
her cheeks, the reddening of :her
lips, the gentle tremor of her silken
laghes, and forgetful of all else but
her, he moaned her nage, cried out
his love for her, again and again,
even a8 her eyes opened and she
stared up into the face of the man
who had come to her firat at Lac
Baln, and who bad fought for her
there. e

L)

For a breath or two the wonder
of thia thing that was happening held
her sposchless and still  lifeless,
thouugh her senses were adjusting
themselves with Hghtning swiftneas.
At first Phillp had not seen her
open eyes, nnd he belleved that she
did not hear the words of love he
whispered In Her halr, Whth he
ralsed her face n~ little from his
breast she was looking at him with
all the sweet sanity in the world.

A moment there was sllence—na
gllence of even the breath In Philip's
body, the beating of his heart. His
arms loogened a little, He drew him.
gelf up rigid, and the girl lifted
her head a (rifle, so that their eyes
met squarely, and a world of fues.
tion and understanding passed be-
tween them In an instant.

As swift as morning glow a flush

mounted into Isobel's face, then
ebbed as swiftly, and Philip erled:
"You were hurt—hurt back thers

In the wreck. Put yoit're safe now.
The train was wrecked by outlaws,
Wea came out after them, and I—I
found you—back there on the prairie.
You're safe now."

His arms tightened
agaln.

“You're all right now,"” he repeat-
ed gently.

He was not consclous of the sob-
bing break in his volece, or of the
great, throbbing love that It breathed
to her. He tried to speak calmly.
“There's nothing
The heat made you sick. But you're
all right now—"

From beyvond the hill there came
a eound that made him break off
with n sudden, onick breath, Tt
wng the gharp, stinging report of
Billinger's  ecarbine! Once, twice,
thren times—and then there follow-
ed more distant shotg!

“He's come up with
oried.

The Tury

VOugeance,

about her

them!" he

of fight, of desire for
blazed anew in his face.
There was pain in the grip of his
arm about the girl

"Do von feel strong—satrong enough
to ride fast?" he asked. “There's
only one man with me, and there
are five of them. It's murder to let
him fight it alone!"

“Yeg—yves—" whispered
her arms tightening
“Ride fast—or put
follow—"

It was the first time that he had
heard her voice sinee that last even-
Ing up at Lac Bain. many months
before. and the sound of it thrilled
him,

“Hold tight!" he” breathed.

Like the wind they swept across
the prairie and up the slope of the
hill. At the top Phillp reined In.
Three or four hundred yards distant
lay a thick clump of poplar trees
and a thousand yards bevond that
the first black escarpments of the
Bad Lands. In the space between a
horseman was galloping fiereely to
the west. It was Billinger., With
a quick movement Phillp slipped the
girl to the ground, and when she
sprang a step back, looking up at
him in white terror, he had whipped
out one of his big service revolvers.

“There's a little lake over there
among those trees'” he gald, “Walt
there—untll T come back!"

He raced down the slope—not to
cut off the flying horseman—but to-
ward the clump of poplars, It was
Billinger he was thinking of now.
The agent had fired three shots.
There had followed other shots, not
Billinger's and after that his ear
bine had remalned sllent. Billinger
was among the poplars. He was
hurt or dead.

A well-.worn trall, beaten down by
trangient rangers, cut through the
stunted growth of prairle timber, and
without checking his speed Phlilip
sped along It, only his head and
shoulders and his big revolver show-
ing over his horse's ears. A hundred
paces and the timber gave place to a
sandy dip, In the center of which wae
the water h le. The dip was not
more than an scre In extent. Up to
his knees In the hole was Blllinger's
riderlees horse, and a little way up
the sand was Blllinger, doubled over
on his hands and knees beside two
black objects that Phllip knew were
men, stretched out like the dead
back at the wreck. Billinger's yel-
low-mustached face, pallid and twistt
ed with pain, looked over them as
Philip galloped acrose the open and
gprang out of his saddle, With a ter.
rible grimace he ralsed himself to
his knees, antleipating the question
on Philip's lips.

“Nothing very bad, Steele,” he sald
“One of the cusses pinked me
through the leg, and broke (t, 1
guess, Painful, but not killing. Now
look at that!”™

He nodded to the two ‘men lying
with thelr faces turned up to the hot
glare of the sun, One glance was
enough to tell Philip that they wers
dend, and thaft It was not Billinger
who had killed them. Their bearded
faces had stiffgned In the first
agonies of death. Thelr breasts were
goaked with blood and thelr arms had
been drawn down close to thelr sldes.

As he looked the gleam of & metal
buckle on the belt-of the dead man
nearest him cought Phillip's eye. He
took a step nearer to examine It and
then drew back. This bit of metal
told the story—it bore the letters R.
N, W. M. P.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

An  Oklahoma Inventor's oorn-
planter is light enough to be ocar
rled in the hand, yet will sow the
grains evenly and cover emch with
soll,

the girl,
round  him.
me off. I can

wrong—nothing.




